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had cut right up to the fence, where he also lay down his
sickle and took a breather.
'Bedad, lad,' said the old man, "but it's foine rapers that
you and your mate are. We'll soon cut all that's ready at this
rate/
The rest of the reapers came up and took a stand-
easy, but after a few minutes the old settler turned to
them.
'Now, gals, you and these two young men had better bind
what's cut while the dew's on it, and leave the sheaves lying,
we'll stook them by daylight. I'll go and help the old
woman get together summat for bregguest/
Rashleigh had started to hear his companions addressed
as girls, and looked closely at the one standing next to him.
Certainly there was little chance to show feminine charms in
her present rig-out, but he saw that her figure was that of
the other sex, and that, though she was near as tall as him-
self, she was actually a girl in her earliest teens. As the father
walked away, the others fell to the less heavy task of binding
the swathes of corn into sheaves, and as this afforded every
opportunity for conversation, the girls and the new-comers
were soon on terms of intimacy.
They were pleasant, unaffected children of nature, and
answered all the visitors' questions with a childlike direct-
ness. The settler, known as Big Mick, was their father, who
had a brood of six daughters, though several male children
had been born to him, but had died in infancy.
'Dad's told me/ said one girl, 'how sad he was at not
having a son to grow up wid him to help run the farm; and
how when the third of us girls was born on him, he lamented
to mother. Then mother she up and tells him, he said:
" Yerrah, what are you boddering about 1 See if I don't make
my darters better men than one-half of the breeched cray-
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